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To th' hovering snow of either hand,
That love and cruelty command.

After the breakfast on her teat,
She takes her leave o' th' mournful neat,             130

Who, by her touch'd, now prize their life,
Wprthy alone the hallow'd knife.

Into the neighb'ring wood she 's gone,
Whose roof defies the telltale sun,
And locks out ev'ry prying beam;                       135

Close by the lips of a clear stream
She sits and entertains her eye
With the moist crystal, and the fry
With burnish'd silver mail'd, whose oars
Amazed still make to the shores.                         140

What need she other bait or charm
But look ? or angle, but her arm ?
The happy captive, gladly ta'en,
Sues ever to be slave in vain,

Who instantly, confirmed in Js fears,                    145

Hastes to his element of tears.

From hence her various windings rove
To a well ordered stately grove ;
This is the palace of the wood,
And court o' th' royal oak, where stood               150

The whole nobility, the pine,
Straight ash, tall fir, and wanton vine,
The proper cedar, and the rest :
Here she her deeper senses bless'd ;
Admires great Nature in this pile                        155

Floored with green-velvet camomile,
Garnish'd with gems of unset fruit,
Supplied still with a self-recruit;
Her bosom wrought with pretty eyes
Of never-planted strawberries;                            160

Where th' winged music of the air
Do richly feast, and for their fare,
Each evening in a silent shade,
Bestow a grateful serenade.

Thus, evjn tired with delight,                          165

Sated in soul and appetite;
Full of the purple plum and pear,
The golden apple with the fair
Grape, that mirth fain would have taught her,